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organizer or one, as Cyril Asquith said,
able to cope with the national crisis owing
to his long experiences of crises in his private
affairs.
From time to time the bell from the inner
room rang, and I crept in only to be assured
on each occasion that it had rung by mistake.
The Conference of the Three indeed broke
up  because  owing  to  some  error in  the
wiring the bell kept summoning the most
unlikely people from all parts of the building.
Presently Lord Curzon3 to whom I had been
presented, came out and stood in my room
looking out of the window into Whitehall
Gardens.   I jumped to my feet to offer my
chair.   He turned his strange, lemon-shaped
head in my direction, giving me the im-
pression as he looked at me that I was one of
a very large number of eager young men
with untidy black hair anxious to attract
his notice. In fact, as I came to know, that
look as of one gazing down at earth from a
cloud was strictly and simply due to his
being nearly always raised to a great height
on a pillar of pain.   This rather than pro-
consular arrogance isolated him from ordin-
ary human contacts.   This, however, I did
not know, and I confess that, as I looked at
him,  I could almost see the elephant on
which he rode, the gaily canopied howdah
and perhaps the mahout leaning forward
with a jewelled ankus in his hand.   He did